Her chignon was confined in a hair-net of the kind
to be seen in country markets.

"What goes on in this house, mademoiselle, is no
business of mine."

"Oh yes, it is. Maybe you have been sent by God
to bear witness. We cannot keep this life to ourselves.
A moment comes when it must burst into the light
of day, when, in spite of us, a stranger must be pre-
sent to see our infamy. Your being here in our house
is a miracle!"

Francois was feeling extremely uncomfortable.

"I thank you for your hospitality. Very soon now
I shall be able to start off again."

"But it is immediately, at once, that you will know
everything! Time has nothing to do with all this. It
is in the hands of God, because of you."

"Because of me?"

"Yes, and it is good that it should be so."

"But it has nothing to do with me, mademoiselle!"

Francois, propped on his elbow, gazed with anger
at the distressed old maid.

aDo not fail me. It is necessary for me that you
should be here, that you should agree to see every-
thing. It is enough that one person should know, but
that person must truly know."

There was a silence. Francois had let his head fall
back upon the pillow, as though to indicate that the
interview was at an end.

"You are young, and that is all to the good: you
will not be influenced like older persons. I tell you
again: Raymonde has had a lover, and he is there,
opposite. Cross the respectable room which is before
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